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face was grave, not to say sad; thought, not time, had
partially silvered tlie clustering of his raven hair; but
intellectual power reigned in his wide brow, while deter
mination was the character of the rest of his countenance
under great control, yet apparently, from the dark flashing
of his eye, not incompatible with fanaticism.

* General/ he exclaimed, * your presence always reani-
mates me.    I shall at least have some news on which I can
rely.     Your  visit  is   sudden;   sudden   things  aro  often
happy ones.    Is there anything stirring in the promised
land ?    Speak,   speak !     You have a thousand things to
say, and I have a thousand ears.'

* My dear Mirandola/ replied the visitor, * I will take
leave to call into council a friend whose presence is always
profitable.1

So saying, he took out a cigar-case, and offered it to his
companion.

* We have smoked together in palaces/ said Mirandola,
accepting the proffer with a delicate white hand.

c But not these cigars/ replied the General. 'They are
superb, my only reward for all my transatlantic work, and
sometimes I think a sufficient one/

4 And Jenny shall give us a capital cup of coffee/ said
Mirandola; f it is the only hospitality that I can offer my
friends. Give me a light, my General; and now, how are
things ?'

* Well, at the first glance, very bad ;   the French have
left Rome, and we are not in it.'

'Well, that is an infamy not of to-day or yesterday/
replied Mirandola, c though not less ail infamy. We bilked
over this six months ago, when you were over here about
something else, and from that moment unto the present I
have with unceasing effort laboured to erase this stigma
Crora the human consciousness, but with no success. Men
are changed ; public spirit is extinct; the deeds of '48 are